PUPPETS THROUGH AMERICA
know where all the European countries are, and if they
have not lived in them, they have encountered representa-
tives in the United States. You do not find many present-
day Americans thinking it humorous to be ignorant of the
whereabouts of Poland, or Yugo-Slavia, or Czechoslovakia,
or dismissing them because they have a " funny name ".
Presently the music, the correspondence, and activities in
the kitchen would resolve into a meal on the porch, and
good talk as the fireflies began their dance over the rough
grass before the house.
Down in the middle of the valley by the main-road was
an old shanty that had once been a Sunday School, and we
had arranged to give a puppet performance in it. How long
the room had been there nobody seemed to know, but when
we were setting up the theatre we found some forgotten,
dusty little books on top of a cupboard. Naturally we stole
one as a souvenir, and found an inscription on the fly-leaf
dated 1864. The tide is : Scenes of Intemperance, Exhibited
in Familiar Conversations between A Mother and Her Children,
and the conversations run like this :
JAMES.   What house is that, mother?
MOTHER. It is a tavern ; do you not see the sign by the
door?
LUCY.   What is the man doing there, mother?
MOTHER. -He is drinking, my child. Do you not see
the glass at his mouth? Look how he reels and staggers.
He is already drunk, and drinking morel
JANE.   Has this man any children, mother?
MOTHER. Look on the other picture, and you will see
one in the cradle, and three more in the bed.
JANE. Oh, what a cruel man this was, to leave his wife
and children so, and spend his nights with drunkards at a
tavern!
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